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crashed into the other express which had left Rome
ten minutes before it.
My father's life was saved by a miracle. He had
left his wagon-lit for a few moments to speak to a
Senator, who was travelling in the next coach. My
father's coach was smashed to matchwood, and not
a single occupant escaped with his life.
At the end of November of that same year, the
Queen Mother invited us to stay at Stupinigi, one
of the Royal palaces near Turin. The room given
to me was the one formerly occupied by Carlo
Alberto, whose charming motto, " J'attends mon
astre " (I await my star), provided me with a good
deal of food for speculation.
We arrived at seven o'clock in the morning, and
were driven to the palace, and we were told that the
Queen expected us in the big gallery at midday for
lunch. I bathed and dressed, and donned my white
frock, as I was in half-mourning for King Umberto ;
my being the Queen's godchild made it a necessity.
I lounged about the room, then installed myself in
an arm-chair in front of the beautiful fireplace,
where a lovely fire was burning, and I had put my
feet on the mantelpiece. I was lazily thinking about
life in general, when I heard a slight knock at the
door behind me. Without turning my head, I said :
" Come in," thinking it was my maid, and I added :
" Lovely to be a queen and have so much luxury/'
Subdued laughter made me turn round, and I was
horrified to see the Queen. My feet fell from
the mantelpiece, and in deep confusion I curtsied
to the ground, murmuring: " Forgive me, Your
Majesty." But an affectionate embrace was her
answer.